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SCENE 
Hard travelin' man 
If Dan Norris were to bet he could go 
around the world in 80 days, he'd lose 
if the whole trip went like his recent 
travels in one corner of equatorial 
South America during the rainy season. 
His experience, which was far from 
typical of travel between major cities 
in Latin America, was an adventure to 
remember. 
Dan, a senior accountant in H&S 
Miami, was to review the work papers 
of two Miami staff men who had been 
auditing Henderson's Portion Pak Di-
vision of Borden, Inc. Dan was sched-
uled to meet one man in Belem, Brazil; 
one in Cayenne, French Guiana; and 
from there fly with them to Paramaribo, 
Surinam, for a connecting flight back to 
Miami, From Belem to Paramaribo is 
only 850 miles, about two hours' flying 
time. Yet to cover this distance our men 
spent three days criss-crossing part of 
the torrid zone with unscheduled 
thoroughness. 
The journey started innocently 
enough. Dan arrived in the busy Am-
azon port city of Belem, just south of 
the equator, where he met Kenneth 
Abrams of H&S. Accompanying 
Abrams was Keith Douglas, Borden's 
Division Controller. After completing 
their work in Belem, the three men 
intended to leave on a Friday morning 
to meet staff accountant James Beilly 
toiling in Cayenne, which is 600 miles 
northwest of Belem and just ashore of 
Devil 's Island, the once-notorious 
penal colony for French political 
prisoners. 
Norris, Abrams and Douglas got as 
far as Belem airport, but their expected 
plane for Cayenne never arrived. Their 
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only alternative was to go aboard the 
one plane that was available. However, 
it was bound for Paramaribo, which is 
250 miles past Cayenne. The men de-
cided, though, that once in Paramaribo 
they could charter a small plane to 
transport them one step back to Cay-
enne, where Reilly awaited their ar-
rival. They had sent a cable from Belem 
to Cayenne explaining their plight, but 
the cable was never delivered and they 
were, therefore, unaccountably over-
due during the remainder of their trip 
to Cayenne. 
"The plane trip was routine enough," 
said Dan, "except that it wasn't going 
where we wanted to go." At Paramaribo 
the following morning they then hired 
a four-seat, single-engine Cessna air-
plane for the 250-mile trip back to Cay-
enne. It was so crowded that they had 
to hold their H&S work bags in their 
laps. 
"After 125 miles, mostly over unin-
habited forests and swamplands, and 
two hours of bouncing, the heavy rain 
and high wind forced us to land in a 
grassy field," Dan said. "We found we 
were still in Surinam. From there we 
walked out to catch a bus to go to the 
Surinam-French Guiana border. Before 
we were able to continue our journey, 
however, we had to fix the tire that 
blew out when we got on the bus. 
"The bus itself was kind of small, 
with room for about 20 people, but not 
a rickety old bus. It was OK as buses 
go." Unfortunately, it went only to the 
border. 
At that point, near the coast, the 
Surinam-French Guiana border is the 
three-mile-wide estuary of the Maroni 
River. One needs a boat to cross it. "We 
tried to rent a canoe for the crossing," 
Dan said, "but the Surinam police 
wouldn't allow it because it violated 
customs regulations. We finally crossed 
by ferry boat, which makes regular 
runs, but we had to wait three or four 
hours in the small, Dutch-speaking 
community of Albina for it." 
Finally on French Guiana soil, with 
almost half the journey still ahead of 
them, the three men rented a private 
car, a French-made Citroen, to drive 
through the jungle. "The driver carried 
a rifle," Dan reported, "and we hoped 
it was only because of animals in the 
jungle late at night. We arrived in 
Cayenne late Saturday night." 
About 8 a.m. the following Wednes-
day, after Dan's work in Cayenne was 
finished, "we attempted to charter a 
plane back to Surinam to catch the 
scheduled flight back to Miami," he 
said. "Again the weather made flying 
impossible and again we drove over-
land in heavy rain." 
In the Guianas, however, when 
weather prevents flying, it makes alter-
nate methods of travel execrable. Over-
land travel is by dirt roads, which are 
satisfactory enough until the rainy sea-
son. Since there is more rainy season 
than any other kind, Norris, Abrams 
and Douglas were in for another 250 
long miles. 
"Four times we had to get out and 
slog through thick clay mud from ankle 
to shin deep to push the car," Dan 
said. "But before we got out the first 
time we changed into car-pushing 
clothes. We also had to get out once to 
remove a tree which had just fallen on 
the road in front of us. At one point, at 
least fifty miles from civilization, the 
thought of being stranded weighed 
heavily on my mind. We were covered 
with clay from the waist down when 
we stopped to clean up at a small hotel, 
still in French Guiana. It was a typical 
small tropical hotel with mosquito net-
ting hanging from the beds and strictly 
cold water plumbing. We had a meal, 
which was advertised as beef but as we 
were subsequently informed it might 
have been monkey. 
"Counting that brief stop, we took 
12 hours and four ferry-boat crossings 
to get back to Paramaribo. It should 
have taken 45 minutes by plane." 
The protracted journey caused the 
men to miss the regular weekly flight 
for Miami, so they flew to Port-of-
Spain, Trinidad, off the coast of Vene-
zuela, for a connecting flight. "Two 
days later," Dan recounted wearily, 
"our flight arrived and we were finally 
leaving South America for Miami. In 
the confusion just before takeoff, Doug-
las, the Borden man, was misdirected 
by someone at the airport. We found 
him in time, buckled into a seat on a 
plane—bound for Lisbon!" 
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Young girl in a hurry 
On summer evenings 20-y ear-old girls 
are likely to be thinking about things 
like surfing and sports cars, and looking 
forward to fall football weekends. On 
summer evenings when Renee O'Don-
nell of H&S Philadelphia was 20, she 
was taking CPA examination review 
courses and looking forward to sitting 
for the exam in the fall. 
When Renee originally applied to 
take the Pennsylvania exam, however, 
her application was rejected. Pennsyl-
vania requires that you be 21 to be 
certified. Though Renee had more than 
the prerequisite two years* working ex-
perience (part of it since she joined 
H&S in January, 1968) and had her 
college degree, and though she was 
married and the mother of two chil-
dren, she was still only 20. 
With the grand impatience that 
characterizes the Now Generation, 
Renee said, "It got my Irish up when 
I was told I couldn't sit for the exam. 
Then my father picked it up that ac-
cording to the requirements you had 
to be 21 to be certified. But they didn't 
say you had to be 21 to take the exam. 
I reapplied, pointing that out. Since I 
was going to be 21 a week after the 
exam, they let me go ahead," 
She passed on her first sitting. The 
certification was almost as satisfying to 
Renee as it was to her father, Robert 
F. Campion, a CPA in private practice 
and Renee's first boss. She began work-
ing with her father when she was about 
10 years old. 
"I could do footing, checking and 
vouching at that time," Renee said, 
"and naturally my father encouraged 
me a lot. But of the 1 1 children in our 
family (three boys and eight girls) I'm 
the only one so far to go into account-
ing. The older ones are doing their own 
thing in their own professions. The 
other day, though, I was visiting my 
parents and saw my 13-year-old sister 
helping my father just the way I used 
to, I really had to laugh." 
For a girl who has already accom-
plished so much in the serious world, 
it's a nice turnabout that laughter 
seems to hover just below the surface 
and break through regularly. Around 
the Philadelphia Office, she is credited 
with a fine sense of humor and a cheer-
fulness that buoys her colleagues. 
A graduate at 16 of parochial schools 
in Philadelphia, Renee acknowledged 
that her marks were good, "but in my 
family everybody's marks are good. 
That's expected of us." When pressed 
she o f fhanded ly said she'd gone 
through Drexel Institute, Philadelphia, 
in two and a half years. What appeared 
to stick in her mind about college was 
that she returned to classes nine days 
after Grace, her second child, was born. 
Renee and her husband, Clark, who 
was a school friend of Renee's brother, 
Bill, marked their fifth wedding anni-
versary this year. Clark, an insurance 
claims adjuster, obviously approves of 
his wife's accomplishments. But once 
in a while, when a busy season coin-
cides with a holiday weekend, he calls 
the office and wonders a bit wistfully 
when she might expect to be home. 
Such a time came during the spring 
when Renee was temporarily assigned 
to the Philadelphia Office tax depart-
ment. 
She has been shuttling between tax 
work and auditing as the seasons de-
mand. Even with that sort of schedule, 
there bad to be time for the review 
course on Monday evenings last sum-
mer, about which Renee said she was 
"impressed," especially by Prof. Carl 
Polsky of the University of Pennsyl-
vania, a lawyer and a CPA, who re-
views theory with candidates. 
Renee gives high marks for all of 
Philadelphia's staff training, which she 
said was "good and up-to-date. The 
minute there's something new, we have 
it." 
Asked when she studied for the exam, 
Renee said, "From midnight to 3 a.m., 
or at least that's how it seemed. But I 
must have studied sometimes when 
the children were around because 
Christopher, who's four, announced at 
one point that he guessed he didn't 
want to grow up. I asked, 'Why?' He 
answered, 'Because when you're big, 
you have to work all day and study 
all night."' 
The note in her voice was unmis-
takable motherly pride as she com-
mented on Christopher's observation, 
"Boy, only four and he's thinking all 
the time." 
It seems that Renee must be in a 
perpetual hurry to have accomplished 
so much in so little time. The reason 
for ft, Renee thought, is that she is a 
juggler at heart. "But with me it's 
juggling time instead of bowling pins 
or whatever they use. I get bored if 
I'm not doing six things at once." 
It's our bag 
Everybody these days has his own 
bag. The golfer's holds his clubs, the 
lawyer's his briefs, the fashion model's 
her spare shoes and extra eyelashes, 
the accountant's his working papers. 
It is a sort of badge of office. 
The H&S badge—the brown work 
bag with the brass padlock and the 
black letters—is unique. It is also some-
thing of a magnificent anachronism in 
tin's age of plastics, mass production, 
instant and disposable everything. The 
H&S work bag, made of high-quality 
leather and solid brass fittings, is made 
to last indefinitely. 
Completely redesigned in 1959, the 
present work bag was the product of 
considerable interoffice correspon-
dence, of collective thinking and, final-
ly, of Chas. W. Wolf, Inc., a venerable 
New York luggage dealer that sells the 
bag exclusively to H&S. 
The 13 by 18-inch bag with its 8½ 
inches of expansion room requires 
about 18 square feet of extraordinary 
cowhide, twice as thick as that used in 
ordinary suitcases. Even the partitions 
inside are made of the same high-grade 
leather and not of odds and ends. Tan-
ning the leather before it is formed 
into a bag takes three months, so when 
the EO stationery department orders 
a supply of work bags, it also orders 
leather for the next batch. 
The tanned hides are brought to the 
factory in New York, where a com-
bination of machine work and the 
craftsman's hand produces the familiar 
bag. For example, a worker uses a 
machine to sew the seams with heavy 
six-ply waxed thread in the same lock-
stitch that is used in the soles of a 
man's heavy shoes. Spring steel across 
the top and bottom and down the sides 
reinforces the leather. 
It takes the hand of a craftsman, 
however, to attach the handles with 
solid brass rivets, washers and burrs, 
which prevent the hardware from pull-
ing out of the leather. Thus, the han-
dles stay on—to the relief of any 
accountant lugging a heavy load of 
papers back to the office. 
Charles E. Anderson, president of 
Wolf, considers the exact method of 
manufacturing the bags a trade secret. 
He says he cannot afford to let his 
competitors know how his company 
produces a high-quality work bag for 
comparatively low cost. So the omni-
present bag that is carried in and out 
of the office day after day has, for all 
its familiarity, a touch of mystery. 
H&S spent well into five figures, be-
fore tax, last year for the fine Wolf 
work bags. With good care (that is, 
the recommended semiannual cleaning 
and treating with Lexol or saddle soap), 
they can last well over ten years. When 
they do begin to wear they can usually 
be repaired inexpensively. So part of the 
reason H&S continues to order leather 
bags is their long-range good value. 
Another is the undeniable aura of dig-
nity that leather lends to a professional 
person. 
The old briefcase-style work bags 
with the straps, which H&S used be-
fore 1959, are still being used in some 
offices and still worth returning to Wolf 
when they need repairs. Wolf started 
making those bags for H&S about 1929. 
In 1959 the design was changed com-
pletely to the present model. 
Chas. W. Wolf, Inc. adapted readily 
to these changes as it has had to adapt 
to many others since 1863, when it 
opened for business in a basement in 
downtown Manhattan. It now has two 
retail outlets in the financial district. 
The luggage industry has changed 
greatly from the carriage trade days to 
the airline travel era, and Wolf has 
kept pace. While continuing to offer 
superb leather goods, it also sells light-' 
weight suitcases for air travel and color-
ful totes for Mods. 
What probably hasn't changed about 
Wolf, though, is the way the clerks 
greet a potential woman customer. 
They look her in the eye to say hello, 
then they immediately look down at 
the handbag she is carrying. It's under-
standable in this venerable shop. Lug-
gage, after all, is their bag. • 
